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of a myriad of different 
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Creatures of Myth and of 
Legend, a Fantastic Land 
filled with Adventure 


around every corner--and 
Danger at every turn! 
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WELL, os BEEN а 5ЕАЕАвИ' BLOKE FER 
Many а VOYAGE, OY раме, ату FTRERE'S ONE 
TAING OY ст CELLS YE, со THAT YE COME 

a 





\CROSS а WORLD O' SERANGENESS OUT 
THERE ON TRE BLACK ат DEER... 


ат WAAT WE COME UPON TAIS LAST 
малааер со саке DOWN OUR MAI) MAST 
an’ STAVE IN THE TIMBERS ON BOTH SIDES 
спе AFC COMPARTMENTS! 


ASS 





по баррб WERE LOST, Tha! 
What GODS YE GOT, BUT TI 





|| POOR OVA TOOK а BEAT 





SERRA а ThE REST O' TRE 
SPENT an 50 08 TOOK IC Ш 
E UTRE REPAIR: 


HERE--£ DON'T 
WANT TO JUST-- 


OVUL FOND NE 
SONE TROLLS ANY TROUS.2 TUG, 

IT'LL BE DONE MBE I SHOULD STAN. 
AFORE МАРКУ. I NEAN, THEY DO GREAT 
МОРУ. AND THEY'RE FAST, 

BUT THEY CAN BE EUCH 

DOUBLE-CROSEING 
UTTLE BAS-- 


UES OV ч 
DEALING WTA TROLUES 
ANE DEORE NE WERE BARN. 
ON DON'T TUNE OF NEED YE 
NOTHER-HENNIN' NE TIMALE. 
SURE THEY DON'T GET THE 
А ои 








In ЧЕ. IC'S ВЕ! 
DESERVE Іс. 





үт WAS He 
AND HER FRIENDS 
WHO VERY NEARLY 
GOT US VIULED BY 


TUE DAN MAS LONG 
BURNED FOR A CHANCE 
TO SETTLE THE CORE 
WITH TAS ONE--BUT WHEN 
NE FINDS THAT THE 
ме) PARADES AROUND 
WITH HER SAW-RING 
x ON HER МР 


МУ 


ИС. à 5 al 














МЕ ANY TAS МУ 
ОЧМ WILUN’ TRAY 
NE ВО DRUES PER 
TUE WORL.BUT ON 
WANT IT DONE BY 
SUNE UP... 


aLi 
BE SURE OF 15 а TOP NOTCH JO! 


TROLLO'RE SAIFTI AND RUCHI 
NATURE, вис сб'опе THING YE С! 





~-INCREDIBLE 
CRAFTSMEN, THEY'RE 
PRACTICALLY OBSESSED 
WITA сиво In a 
PERFECT JOB! 


TIERES 
WHAT DD IT A 
VRANLEN--I 


CANE KT US 
ga OUT THE 
MADDER'N MIN Ar 
WE DON'T KNOW WIN. 


TOOL. US HOURS. 
ТА IT OFF. 
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“сәвбе OY DIDN'T FEAR 
‘BOUT any ©’ TAIS ‘TIL 


уд“ LATER, вис While 
TATROLLO Was EFFECTIN 
= ThE REPAIRS- 
= 






1 URDERETUND NS 
U MANE | 


tonene or ) 
мк. 4 


кетер. А 
СОФИ LIKE 
WAT, І BET You'Re 
LOOKING FOR Sone 

SELF-RESPECT. 
«оған ENT Мар 


--PRAD YOU'RE 
GONNA BAPTA AND 


У реке SWN TUE 
Wy DREANED OF сгосаюо 
SÑORDS WITH VOU AGNN-- 
TO РА YOU BALL FOR THE 
ANBAZRASSMENT YOU 
CAUSED NE IN ОКА! 
AND TUN 
RANTE YO! --FRTE WILL NOT 
STEP IN TO SAVE 
YOUR SONNY BUTT 
те TING! 


LITTLE A 
UP ІП THE GREAT POL mountains. 
"Ра JILLY ВЕ CULLED, SHE ENTERS 
TAE SISTERHOOD IN AER 
ELEVENTH WINTER-- 





SHERTA Your 
теат 
W AGUT.. 


T CAN EASILY 
HANDLE MS 
WERLONFIDENT 
метод BY 


NET NONE IN ALL OF 
TELOS Y 


MASTERED IT'S LEE 
DST UNE 





WAIT! DON’ MOVE! 
ТИ, GETUN OFFA 
THERE I 


NE BE TANGLED 
UP ID THE ММК) 
HOIST! VELL FALL 

Чер. NOT-- 


X, 


ACTUAL 
BONOS TUNE 


(Д ee wumze СОМА 
ТІ 


t 
H 
Н 
E 
Е 
E 
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NICE THROW, 
TRANP-- 
a 2 

















ACTUALLY, спе KRAAKE! / А 
DEAD..DEAD as ст 
ІШ — “| A I f 


<a 7 
-вис'в BABBIE..MOW спес | Б” 
Was ANOTHER THING! 4 
= | 2 \ j | 
4 4 0 





POST PERRAP SAVED ME LOIFE. 
OY C'D SEE IT ALL CLEAR. 


Th! WEE BAIR musta CLUB FROM || 
IT'S STILL Матуа’ WU WAILEST || 
TA TROLLIES WAS WORKIT sm | 
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FROM M4..FORZUITOUS...POSIT! 
(OY B'LIEVE BEIN’ LASHED стр! 





“АП” COMMENCED 
| | TOROWNIY WRATEVER-ALL 
Was мают ALL that MOISES 


an’ OF a SUDDEN, SOMETHING 
ELSE MADE SENSE TME 
TOO..WAY TRE Бваакеп COME 


AT THE NOVA AS SAE DID...T'WAS 
NEVER ап ATTACK... 














LET’S JUST SAY... 


.. Just for the sake of argument, that this is the first time you've ever been to Tellos. That this 
book in your hand is the first time you've ever even heard of Tellos. That you know nothing about what 
came before, about Jarek and Koj, and how they met up with a Pirate Queen named Serra, and how 
they battled a terrible evil with the help of a couple of good-for-nothing Thieves. That, though they won, 
some of them didn’t make it. 

Let's just say that you didn't know any of that. 

Would these stories still be fun? Would a Newcomer to 
our little fantasy world be able to follow what these stories 
were all about? 

Well, that’s what we were shooting for with this 
anthology; stories that new Readers to the Tellos mythos would 
be able to pick up and read without having to know the whole 
10 issue plus saga. To be accessible. 1 truly believe that comics 
should be that. Each one written as if it were somebody’s first. 
Not to bog the whole thing down with boring exposition, but 
give a glimpse here or there of what came before when it’s nec- 
essary to that particular tale. 

But here’s my problem. Sitting here in my tiny little stu- 
dio, exercising what Stephen King calls the telepathy of writing, 
Тат reaching out you, communicating to you, but unable to 
gauge your reaction or hear your response. If I write something 
that I think is funny--that I hope is funny--it’s just funny here 
at my desk. I don’t know if you thought so too unless I run into 
you at a convention or you are kind enough to drop me a letter 
or an ‘e’. Same deal with this accessibility thing; was it easy to 
follow, fun to read...? 1 don't know... 

So Га like to try an experiment. I'd like to ask those of 
you who are familiar with Tellos (maybe you've read a handful 
of the books or something), as well as the members of what 
Mike and I refer to as our “Tellos Family” (oh, you know who 
you are), to hand this book to someone new (they won't wreck 
it, I promise), someone who has never read а Tellos comic, 
maybe they’ve never read a comic at all! Maybe they love to 
read fantasy, or truly got into Lord of the Rings or Harry 
Potter. Maybe they didn’t. Whoever. Pick a target. Tell them 
that you're doing the experiment, that you want them to help 
you out. To see if this is easy to follow. If it’s accessible. Then ‘e’ 
me with your findings at Tellosmail@aol.com. Or better yet, 
have them ‘e’ me! Either way, I would really appreciate it. It 
would be nice to know if I was in any way successful. 

Thanks! 





THANKS, of course, need to go out to everyone who worked on this issue and made it what it 
is! Our good pal, KELLY YATES, who drew this story with a huge smile on his face, even though it was in 
the midst of all kinds of matrimonial stuff going on. Congratulations, You Guys, and Thanks LEANNE 
for lending him to us when we needed him! Thanks to STEVEN BIRD who was kind enough to ink it. To 
VAL STAPLES for his coloring (and lettering) skills on the cover and this first story. To BRETT, ERIC, 
and CLAY at Image for all of their help and patience. And especially to CRAIG, one of my two part- 
ners in crime and certainly the guy who saves my ass the most! He’s also the one who needed to kick my 
butt from time to time to get this thing done. Thanks, Man, I really appreciate it! Thanks and thanks 
and thanks to BIG JIM QUINN for the beautiful layout and design work on “Not Happily Ever After” 
(as well as a couple other things I owe ya for, Jamie...) Thanks also to MIKE, not only for the gorgeous 
covers, but for reading my own story back to me to let me know that it actually could be funny! (You all 
really have to hear him do this--it’s hilarious!--maybe at some show we can have a reading of “Not 
Happily Ever After” by Michael Wieringo...) And finally, thanks to my friend SUSANNAH (Hey, Zan!) 
for editing that story--and for her priceless feedback. And for continually asking me when the next 
Tellos is coming out. 

Here! Ya happy?! 

Next time--todd 















other and then they 


almost: sn ae and then the 


and then they quick- 






youre The Нисе boots ра 
нде see 202 much ae the cobblestones of the street 
_ as it isthe іп unison as they raced out of 

town. Their somewhat 
labored breathing was also in 
synch and when they spoke it 
was in little gaps and gasps. 
_ “Where >huff huff< are 
























ia? ме going?” panted the fox. 
И were ae “We?! >huff puff< WER?” 
| “as fast as they could and then yelled Hawke. “WE aren't 


going. anywhere! We are not 
а ‘хе! >pa 


Ж; e worked together for o 
72 | о Ly 
д just meta minnits ago. O 
they hadn't really met; it was џ 
more like they ran into each other that { 
while trying to steal the same 
thing. There’ an old saying, 
“there’s honor among thieves”, 
but that. re sal apply 





“That's just because you 
have longer legs,” said Rikk. 


N. the two sprinted 
down the narrow streets, 
each of them were certain 
that they were being pursued 
by not only the entire com- 
pliment of the Palace’s Royal 
Guard, but a very large per- 
centage of the little 
Kingdom's populace as well! 
(This, І should tell you here, 
was not even close to being 
the case. This was a very 
happy little Kingdom — 
incredibly laid back - and 
even thieves in the Princess's 





Castle didn’t really bother 
anyone all that much.) And 
so, the angry mob that they 
imagined were hot on their 
heels, were really just an 
envoy of the Kingdom's 
happy subjects bidding these 
hurrying visitors adieu. But to 
Hawke and Rikk their cries of 
“Best of luck!” sounded like, 
“Lock them up!” and “Fare 
thee well!” sounded like 
“Prepare the cell!” and “Yall 
come back soon!” sounded 
like “Lets make a coat out of 
the little one!” (your ears can 
play lots of funny tricks on 
you when you're running for 
your life.) 















| don't really see the 

point of leaving the Festival 
early,” said one of the badg- 
2 еге to the other as they 

_ packed up their instruments 
and loaded them into the 
wagon. They were minstrels, 
and fairly good ones at that, 
and they had always played 
at the Harvest Fair right up 
until it was over, which was 
still two suns away. 

“I just think that it might 
be worth our while,” said the 
other badger, “to get to the 
Tonnelwich Festival a little 
early this time. We get there 
late every summer and by 
the time we get to play, the 
‚other bands have earned all 
‘the drues from the crowd.” 

This badger's name was 
John. 

The other badgers name 
was John, too. 

“Yeah, but by leaving early 
we miss out on money we 
could make here. I just 
think— what? What's the mat- 
ter?” asked John, turning his 
head slowly to follow his 
partners gaze. 

One of them wore glasses. 


eee toward them at a 
fairly good clip were a fox 
апа an ШЕ and they were as 
oud as they were fast. It was 











both very angry, И а: 
badgers stood there m 


like “shut up!,” 
shut up!” and * 
two ran past them, 
a small cloud of dust in their 
wake, the badgers simply 
watched in silence. | 

“Now there are a couple of 
guys that need to learn to 
work out their differences 
better,” said John. 

“You can say that again,” 
said the other John, the two 
of them tossing the last of 
their instruments int 
back of the little wag: 
“which reminds m | 
don't see the differenc 
between us playi f 
us playing — 

= and that's when a 
wagon started to move. 

At a fairly good clip. 

And the two of them st 
ed to chase it. 

They couldn't underst: 
why their usually cooperativ 
and trusty steed had decided | 
to hit the road prematurely, 
but that really wasn't their _ 
major concern. Catching up 
to the wagon, which was 
already picking up speed, 
and getting it under control, 
was their major concern. The 
wagon was bouncing and 






















jouncing along, the rear 
doors slapping back and 
forth, open and shut, and the 
two of them could see the 
various instruments jostling 
about. The badgers were run- 
ning hard and fast, especially 
for badgers, and eventually 
John (not John, but John) was 
able to grab the railing next 
to the back step and pull 
himself = and then John (the 
other John) - up. 


172 you can probably 
tell what had happened to the 
wagon, although neither 
Hawke nor Rikk really 
thought of it as stealing as 
much as borrowing. They had 
no intention of keeping the 
rickety thing – or the animal 
= they were just using it ша 
desperate attempt to get 
away from the town that they 
thought was chasing them! 

They were still angry and 
still yelling at each other— 
this time it was mostly “What 
are you doing here?!” and 
“This was my idea!” and 
“Well, it was my idea too!” 
and, of course, “Idiot!” — and 
so they didnt hear them 
when the two badgers 
climbed out of the little door 
behind them. 

“Ummm, can we, 
um...help you?” asked John, 


a bit more timidly than he 
had really wanted. 

“Yeah, is there something 
we can do for you?” said the 
other John. 

Surprised, Rikk and 
Hawke turned to look at 
them, although Hawke man- 
aged to keep the angry 
expression on his face ‘cause 
ever since he'd met this stu- 
pid fox, things had just been 
going wrong, wrong, wrong. 

“Oh...uhhhh...” stam- 
mered Rikk, trying to think of 
a way to smooth this situa- 
tion over quickly, “We, 
uh...we were wondering if 
we could...hitch a ride with 
you guys?!” 

Hawke glared at him in 
exasperation. 

“By stealing our wagon?” 
said one of the Johns. 

“John! Shut up!” said the 
other John, thinking that, 
despite outward appearances, 
these two might still be dan- 
gerous. “Where were you 
guys headed?” 

“Well, that depends,” said 
Rikk, “where were you guys 
headed?” 

“Well, we were going to 
Tonnelwich Fair,” said that 
John. 

“What a coincidence!” said 
Rikk. 

But it wasn't really, was it? 





‚small wagon. 





N. it turned out the four 


-of them got along quite well, 


once Hawke got over being 
angry, and Rikk and he apol- 
ogized profusely to the two 
badgers. As [ said, the two of 
them weren't wanting to steal 
the wagon and were regretful 
of any inconvenience they 
would have placed on the 
minstrels. And it wasn't very 
long before the Johns weren't 
afraid of them anymore. 
Leery, but not afraid. 

They chatted and stopped 
to eat once - Hawke and Rikk 
demanding that they pay for 
lunch to make up for putting 
the badgers out – and took 


turns driving the little wagon. 


When they came to the 
small wooden sign that read: 


Tonnelwich 


2 leagues 





Rikk spoke up, trying to ЈЕ 


Беер his gravely voice low 


and his comments directed | 


toward Hawke, but of course 
the badgers heard it. It was а 


“Ya Enow, that ТЫШСА 


‘in the previous town sounded 


| Rikk continued, lowering his 













is a pretty well-off little town. 
Lotsa royalty and rich folk | 
and like that. If you were 
that Fair for the same reas 
that I was at that Fair the: 
maybe this Fair would help | 
us re-coup what we lost at 
the other one.” | 
Unfortunately, Hawke 
understood exactly what the 
fox was saying. And as con- 
fusing as it sounded, so did 
the badgers, who were sud- 
denly starting to get a funny 
do about their new 








making up for what he ға Tost 


pretty good. 
“And with the singin’ ' badg- 
ers. here puttin’ on а show, ” 


raspy voice to a conspiratori- 
al whisper, * “we can work the 


? Crow 7d and-* 


“Shut up,” said Hawke, not 
inting to alert the badgers, 


|: 





Ae so, the four of them 
parted company once they 
reached Tonnelwich, Hawke 
and RikR thanking the badg- 
ers over and over again for 
their kindness. They all told 
each other that they hoped 
their paths would cross again 
soon, but on this I can tell 
you, the badgers were not 
being exactly truthful. 

A short while later, the 
badgers had set up their stage 
and were playing. A large 
crowd had formed as the 
people of Tonnelwich really 
liked them and word of their 
arrival had spread as soon as 
the little wagon was spotted 
rolling into town. 

It was, as RiRR had pointed 
out, a rather wealthy crowd, 
and a crowd culled from all 
the known corners of Tellos. 
It seemed as if the royal and 
the rich from every burg and 
barony were here, singing 
and dancing and clapping 
along as the boys played a 
song about a flying som- 
brero. There were Tsars from 
the North and Sultans from 
the South, Emperors from the 
East and Borla-gookies from 
the West. 

All of them enjoying the 
music. 

All of them having fun. 

All of them oblivious to 


the two pickpockets that 
were currently fleecing the 
crowd. 


[ or a couple of guys who 


had never worked together 
before, Hawke and Rikk were 
doing well, Hawke working 
one side of the crowd, Rikk 
working the other. They 
would meet in the middle 
from time to time, trading a 
wink or placing a finger on 
the side of their nose; the con 
man’s signal/greeting that 
everything was going swell. 

After a while, however, the 
two realized that there was 
just too much loot for either 
of them to be carrying 
around – a pickpocket who is 
trying to be silent and 
stealthy really shouldn't jingle 
— and so they agreed to stash 
their swag in the only place 
they had available to 
them...the back of the bad- 
бег wagon. Soon there were 
piles of gold and rubies and 
diamonds and stuff and the 
boys just Rept going back to 
the crowd for more. 


J ohn and John, of course, 
didn't know anything about 
any of this. Truth to tell, they 
were just happy to be play- 














ing, happy to be in 
Tonnelwich, and happy to be 
rid of those two pleasant 
but...disconcerting hitchhik- 
ers. They were singing all of 
their very best songs and the 
crowd was truly loving it. It 
had been a good idea to get 
here a few suns early. They 
were certainly going to make 
a few drues with this show! 

And that's when John spot- 
ted them. Not John but the 
other John, and he quickly 
got his partners attention and 
nodded his head to where 
John should look. They both 
Rept singing — they had done 
this song hundreds of times 
before and it almost sang 
itself by now – and watched 
with mounting horror as both 
Hawke and Rikk deftly 
relieved the members of their 
audience of their various jew- 
els and purses. 

This was not good. This 
was not good at all! 

They watched through 
another two songs, becoming 
more and more anxious as 
Hawke and Rikk weaved their 
way through the audience. 
They had to do something! 
They couldn't let this go on! 

They began writing songs 
on the spot. 

First John wrote a quick, 
impromptu song called “I 

don't like this. We gotta get 


outta here!” Then John made 
one up called “You get the 
wagon hitched up while I 
Беер the crowd entertained.” 
And then John sang a little | 
ditty he called “1 really hope 
they don't think we had any- 
thing to do with this.” 

The crowd loved it. 


[| the meantime, Hawke 
апа Rikk were in heaven. 
They had no idea how boun- 
tiful this town — and especial- 
[у this crowd – would be 
when they had started. 
Neither one of them were 
really bad guys, and they 
each had always tried to steal 
only from the rich who were 
mostly snobby and heartless. 
But greed is a funny thing 
and it can make you forget 
who and what you are. And 
with the amount of treasure 
they were actually accumu- 
lating, their greed had kicked 
in long ago and now all they 
wanted was more and more. 
(And here's a funny thing; 
when things are going well, 
its easy to make friends. It's 
when things start going bad 
that you find out if you've 
really got them.) 

Smiling and laughing qui- 
etly, the two thieves met at 
the rear of the wagon to drop 
off their take. 














“How ya doin', pal,” 
Hawke asked. 

“Couldn't be better, 
buddy,” said Rikk, “You?” 

They both stared in at the 
mounds of glittering, glim- 
mering gold and gems as 
Hawke replied, “I'm on top of 
the world, partner. Except 
there’s this one crown I've got 
my eye on, but I think Im 
gonna need a much bigger 
distraction than a couple of 
singing badgers to get it.” 

“Badgers??!” said Rikk, 
with a smirk of overconfi- 
dence, “BADGERS?!? We don' 
need no singin' BADGERS!” 
They laughed. 

The two turned and head- 


ed back into the crowd as 
Rikk continued. “You and 
me, buddy, we make a great 
team! ГИ give you your dis- 
traction. Just show me the — 


- and thats when the 
wagon started to move. 

At a fairly good clip. 

And the two of them start- 
ed to chase it. 

They could see all their 
loot bouncing and jouncing 
and jostling around and they 
ran as fast as they could... 


...But they never caught 


up to it. 
THE END 











